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Dave rolled over onto his stomach with a muffled growl, burying his face in the mattress and placing the 
pillow over his head. It wasn't unusual for him to find himself with a severe case of insomnia, especally when 
coming down from a high, but tonight he really needed the sleep. Being far from a morning person, James had 
scolded him earlier in the day and reprimanded him that he needed to get his head straight on for tomorrow's 
noon photoshoot. Noon sounded more like in the middle of the night to Dave's now sleep deprived mind, but 


there was no arguing. 


He huffed in irritaion as he picked his head up to take a peek at the bedstand clock, the bunk bed offering only 
cramped space and he had to crane his neck uncomfortably to see anything at all. It read half past two, killing 
all Dave's hopes of getting any sleep tonight right off the back. Instead he pulled the covers aside and sat up, 
rubbing drowsily at his face. His skull ached and he needed a cigarette badly, hoping that once that craving was 


stilled he might be able to get at least a decent amount of sleep. 


The redhead swung his legs over the edge of the bed, at first considering reaching for his jeans but it was 
mid Summer and the tour bus itself was located God knows where, so he decided against the unecessary 
effort. His boxer briefs and tank top would have to do as he lazily stepped into the worn sneakers tossed 
haphazardly by the bedside and headed towards the exit as quietly as he possibly could admist the dark. He 
cursed silently when he accidentally tripped over his feet and nearly knocked one of Lars’ half empty beer 
bottles off the counter. Stopping for a moment and listening closely to be sure he'd gone unheard, he released 


a sigh of relief. 


Finally, he reached the door out, turned the lock and slipped through after skillfully snatching a cigarette pack 
and lighter from the closest by jacket pocket. He didn't know whose, and he didn't care.. Outside was dark, and 
Dave noticed that the bus was parked in some camping area. He could make out a couple of tents farther 
away along with some caravars. It looked fairly empty though, almost abandoned which gave him an eerie 
feeling. Looking up at the clear night skies, he could detect the bright, spraklig stars above, not normally one to 
appreciate the beauty of nature, he had to admit it was a pretty view. 


Making quick work of lighting up a smoke, the guitarist stuck it between his full lips, taking a deep breath and 
feeling his entire being relax, he felt like maybe he might get some sleep after all tonight. Once his head was 
cleared. But as it looked right now, his head was far from sorted out. He thought back to the past few weeks, 
and there was something about what had happened that didn't add up. They'd been the same, hanging out 
goofing off and getting drunk, playing gigs and sharing secrets. He felt like this was his home, and while Lars 
and Cliff were no doubt the same, James seemed different. 


James was the odd one out, or rather, Dave would say that he was the odd one out whenever James came 
around. He didn't know how or why that happened, but suddenly he'd found that the blonde boy wouldn't look 
directly at him when speaking to him. Sometimes he'd avoid conversations and pretend Dave wasn't even there. 
The redhead didn't know why that was, but it hurt him. It hurt some part of him he didn't recognized, and he 
wasn't sure whether that was a good or a bad thing. He didn't want anything from James other than the same 
friendship they'd had before, right? That wasn't too much to expect. He wanted more than short orders 


barked out whenever he screwed up. More than guidelines for him to follow. 


Frowning, Dave almost yepled when something stung his bare thigh, slapping at what appeared to be a 
mosquito. Another curse was muttered under his breath and he crossed his legs, folding his arms when the 
somewhat chilly nightmare was making goosebumps appear along his exposed flesh. He felt sad, but he couldn't 
pinpoint why. He knew it had something to do with James, he could feel it in his heart, but he didn't know what 
it was. Didn't want to dig deeper and find out. 


But the thoughts were immediately chased from his mind when the door to the tour bus shut noisiliy right 
next to him. Startled, he flinched and turned around as he hadn't even heard anybody open it. He let out a 
relieved breath as he laid eyes on James, his heart still beating fast though. Whether from the fright or the 
younger man's presence, he couldn't tell. He didn't want to know, anyway. However, the redhead was surprised 
to say the least when the singer actually spoke to him, sitting down on the ground with his legs stretched out. 


He was glad in a pair of short, red gym shorts and his long blonde curls hung messily over his shoulders. 


‘What are you doin’ up? | thought | told you we got a photo shoot tomorrow, said James seriously, and Dave 


would have been quick to pick a fight had the tone not sounded so soft. 


Dave simply shrugged, returning to leaning against the bus like previously, rubbing weakly at the cool skin of 
his upper arms and puffing a huge cloud of smoke through his nose. He intended to leave the question 
unanswered, but a gentle tap on his leg forced him to glance down at the taller man sitting on the ground. 


‘Gonna answer? If not, gimme a smoke at least, said the singer, his blue eyes appearing almost scared, but of 


what Dave couldn't tell. 


He gave another shrug before tossing the small paper box and lighter onto James lap, mumbling something 
along the lines of "suit yourself while attempting to avoid looking at the other man. There was some sort of 
strange and unsettling, but not unpleasant, feeling brewing at the pit of his stomach. It was a bit like a flutter, 


Dave concluded. 


Listening to James lightening up his cigarette, the guitarist was already more than half through his own. 
Watching the smoke swirl off into the air, he raised his eyebrows when James was speaking directly at him 


again. It was comforting but upset him just the same. 


‘Look, | know you gotta be a pissed with me, Dave, but | just.. | dunno, I've had a lotta shit on my mind, it's 
been a real mess, you gotta understand,’ the blonde stuttered cautiously. 


The redhead couldn't help but wonder why a usually self assured and cocky man like James would feel the need 
to stutter in his presence, but did his best to make nothing out of it. He didn't want to look like a fool, and he 


didn't want to give into those weird emotions seeping in. He didn't even know what they were. 


‘Oh yeah? You could try talkin’ to me again, Hetfield, ‘cause l'm the only one affected by your fucked up head 
from the looks of it Dave simply stated, his voice bitter and cold but although he always did his best to 
protect himself and build high walls, the hurt showed through. 


There was a small sigh and some slight rustling on the ground next to him, and when Dave took a peek at his 
companion and band mate out of the corner of his eye, the boy was standing up, body tall and almost lanky. 
Something about the bare chest made Dave's heart involuntarily skip a beat and he looked away again. He 


needed to stop this. 


‘Im sorry, okay? | know it's been.. I've been a shithead to you, | know that, it's just.. like | said, I've been 


thinking, | wanted to set things straight, but first | - | gotta talk to you: 


James' explanation made no sense to Dave's ears, and for the first time he turned his head to really take a 


clear look at the other man. He felt bad for some reason, despite himself, when he saw how fidgety and even 


nervous his friend looked. But it wouldn't be like him to comfort him and forgive just like that, no, he'd take it 


a step at a time and get the information he wanted before doing anything to gain the blonde. But still those 
pretty blue eyes looked so sad, and so afraid, his head hanging as he stared off into the distance. 


‘C'mon then, Jamie, just talk to me, I'm right here,’ Dave finally offered, his voice coming out softer than he'd 


expected. 


The taller manpicked his head up, daring to glance back at Dave and there was some sort of fire in those orbs 
now that made the guitarists body tingle. He didn't know what it was, but it felt strong and magnetising and 
dangerous. But it was a very inviting glow, forcing Dave to keep his hazel eyes locked onto the other's sapphire 


ones. 


‘| don't think you're gonna like what I've gotta say, man; James attempted to laugh it off, the fear once again 
clouding his face but he didn't tear his gaze away. 


The redhead scowled, undable to understand what the matter was. They were friends, they were supposed to 
be able to talk about stuff. They always had before. Unsure of what he was doing, Dave shifted slightly closer 
to the younger man, their upper arms brushing and sending electrical surges through the guitarist's sensitive 


skin at the touch. He was shocked by that, but tried to write it off as nothing, tried to not let his expression 


reveal anything. 


‘If you can't say it, why do you think you gotta?” Dave kept pushing it, inquisitve as always and his constant 
longing to be on top and know everything getting the better of him. 


He watched as James bit his bottom lip thoughtfully, unable to tear his eyes away from those pink plump lips 
right away. He felt awkward when he finally mananged to look back up at those mysterious eyes, hoping James 
hadn't caught him staring but he assumed that would be impossible. He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly 
feeling dry and his throat hoarse, as if the air had been sucked out of him all at once. 


‘Because you gotta know,' whispered James, his voice so quiet it was barely audible and the older man could 


tell it was almost breaking. 


Dave's pride left him then, not one to take pity of others he couldn't help to feel bad for the singer. He could 
sense something was really off the wagon and he needed to know what, needed to help his frend get through 
whatever he needed help coming to terms and dealing with. Raising a big hand, he placed it on the other's 


shoulder, giving it a tender, reassuring squeeze. 


‘Then lemme know, I'm right here, Dave spoke, his eyes holding what he hoped was a kind and encouraging look, 
not that he knew how that expression in particular appeared on his features. 

The blonde's adams apple bobbed, and he took a deep, loud breath through his nose, exhaling it through his 
mouth. There was a faint blush on those tan cheeks, giving them a pinkish tint and Dave couldn't understand 


why that was. It was just him, they'd known each other for a long time. Couldn't be anything bad to say, right? 


‘What you waiting for, man? You gonna tell me ‘bout the girl that's twisted your head?! Dave attempted to 


goof it off, wanting the weird tension between them to dissolve with a light joke. 


People would often mistake Dave for being cold and cruel and a pain in the ass, but truth was that he was 
soft and gentle and enjoyed helping the people he cared for. he just wouldn't let it shine through, it didn't fit 
his image. But he really cared for James. And he really wanted to help him. 


But the words spoken seemed to make James snap rather than speak up, and Dave huffed as he was harshly 
grabbed by the shoulders and shoved with his back against the cold metal, shuddering from head to toe and 
banging his head. Expecting an outlash, he gritted his teeth in the matter of seconds, nails dug deep into the 
flesh of the singer's torso as if he was a wildcat. However, opening his mouth to curse the redhead didn't get 


more than half a word out before another warm mouth covered his own, swallowing his insults. 


Dave froze right on spot. This wasn't happening, right? No way in hell was James, his friend, his band mate, his 
brother in arms, kissing him. At first Dave assumed himself to be haviong a very vivid hallucination, as the 
idea of pushing the other boy away didn't come to mind even once. But the apparition felt too real, to present 
to be a figment of mere imagination It was when a wet, slippery tongue passed his open lips that reality 
struck. 


He didn't know what he wanted. Did he want to push James away? Curse at him and spit at him and punch him 
in the face? But instead of doing any of the violent things that might have been more in touch with his 
general character, his body releaxed its tension as a firm hand found it way into his thick strawberry blonde 
curls, muslces turning almost slack. And damn, James was a good kisser. It felt as if their lips had been made 
for each other, the cunning tongue making Dave gasp through his nose and his breath hitch as it slid across 
the roof of his mouth. Still wide open eyes slid shut on their own accord, and there was the heat only a flush 


bring, warming his cheeks, the bridge of his nose and even his earlobes. 


Instead of pushing the younger man away, Dave's hands became week, slipping down to naturally end up at the 
sides of James' narrow waist, fingertips brushing cool, night chilled skin as he breathed in the sent of the 
other boy. It was strong, musky with a tang of that cologne the singer always used as well as the scent of 
someone who'd just been asleep and roused. As he kissed back and tasted the other boy's distinct flavour; of 
ricotine and toothpaste and beer, but in the crevices there was hint of something more personal. The moan 
that rumbled through the blonde's chest went straight to Dave's groin, made his cock twitch against his will as 
the fire settled between his legs. 


Then, suddenly, it was over. Wet, slick lips left his with a pop of saliva, the singer's blue eyes glowing in the 
dark with desire, although the fear was still burning behind that glow, darting all across his face seemingly 
without being able to hold the other's gaze. Dave shivered, not sure how to respond, or what to say. He took a 
peek at those crimson, kiss swollen lips than hung open mere inches from his own, feeling the hot breath ghost 


across his own equally wellused mouth. 


‘Dave, l'm sorry." James began but trailed off into silence almost immediately as his voice failed him, and 
suddenly those eyes looked more than afraid; they were practically terrified, 
His bottom lip was quivering wildly, the struggle to keep his tears in contorting the younger boy's pretty 


boyish features. The redhead could see the wetness pooling at the corners of the blonde's eyes, brimming 
along the lashes, and his heart sunk immediately although he was still too shocked and shaken to speak. 


At any other time, the guitarist would have shrugged it off as nothing with his trademark sneer and simply 
joked about James being a faggot. They'd laugh at it, and things would go back to normal. But this wasn't just 
any random time chosen, ti wasn't a drunken stunt, it wasn't a stupid mistake. James had kissed him by intent, 
and Dave realized that he'd liked it. He had responded to the kiss after all. But right now, he was at a loss of 
words, trying to rationalize this moment but nothing added up. All he knew was that with James’ taste still on 
his tongue, his scent invading his nostrils, he couldn't get close enough to the younger man. He felt those 
finger's still tangled in his hair, the warm, trembling hand still gently clutching his arm. 


‘No, it's.. l'm.. let's talk about it tomorrow... Dave finally mananged to mumble out, but it obviously wasn't the 


right thing to say because the second the words left the redhead's mouth, the tears fell from the singer's 
pretty blue eyes. 


They trailed down his cheeks, shoulders shaking with the repressed sobs and strong hands fell from Dave's 
shoulders. His heart broke in two, and instead of letting James leave as was obvious he might do at any 
moment, taking to the run and pretending this had never happened, he wrapped his arms around his friend's 
slender waist, nose buried in blonde locks. The singer tensed up but almost immediately let it go in favour of 
squeezing the smaller man, arms so tightly wrapped around the redhead's neck he might suffocate him. Feeling 
awkward and confused, the guitarist resorted to staring into the night, watching the starlit sky again as he 
listened to the sound of the other boy's muffled whimpers. As he tried to be comfort despite knowing little 
about how to console crying people, letting his hands soothe that firm, strong back as that same flutter kept 
on calling for attention from the pit of his stomach. 


‘| - l'm scared. sobbed James into the older man's ear, warm salty tears wetting his ear and sticking to his 


wild mane. 


But thats when he understood what was wrong. That's when he got it. He wanted to say something, but 
instead all he recieved was a the cold night breeze slapping him in the face when James slipped away without 
as much as a glance and disappeared into the bus again without another word. Dave stood rooted to the 
ground for a long time after that, not knowing whether two minutes or two hours had passed as he stared at 
the shut door James had disappeared through. There was a sense of betrayal in his heart, a confusion in his 


head and a heavy sodden weight in his belly. 


Lovers? 


Author's Notes: 
We're getting to the smut as promisd, | hope this is satisfying for now, more will be up eventually ;) 


‘Care to explain what last night was about yet, Hetfield?! Dave scoffed as he leaned his shoulder against one of 
the bunk beds, hazel eyes studying the younger man who had no doubt been unaware of his presence up until 


now. 


The photoshoot had gone surprisingly well, given Lars had been down with a nasty hangover and Cliff had been 
high out of his mind. James had been trying to get everyone to cooperate and mananged somewhat 
successfully, but he hadn't said much to the redhead. Except for a few words of curtsy, he'd been avoiding 
the guitarist like the plague. Of course, that bothered said redhead, as the older man didn't get what the 
problem was. James had kissed him, not the other way around, so naturally he was the one with some 


explaining to do. 


I+ looked like the blonde had been attempting to write down a few lines that could possibly turn out to be song 
lyrics, scribbling nonstop across the notpad kept in front of him on the small table of the furnitured area 
However, the mop of blonde curls quickly snapped up, blue eyes wide in terror as he realized he was no longer 
alone, a flush colouring his face scarlet. Dave smirked, he'd cornered the younger man, Cliff and Lars weren't 
around, probably off to some dingy bar closeby as they'd hit a small town for the afternoon and night. Dave 
had declined, much to his own dismay, as he felt he needed to find some way to drag the truth out of the 
lead singer. 


So there he was, waiting for his friend to talk to him, arms folded across his chest, still dressed in the high 
waist light jeans and the worn checkered button down shirt that he'd put on for the shoot. At least he looked 
somewhat decent like that, dolling himself up wasn't his style. But it was James’, as the blonde was wearing a 
tight fitting white tank top along with black leather pants. Dave even wondered whether the singer was using 
makeup, despite the aforementioned having insisted several times that makeup was solely got glam styled 


bands and they were a metal band. 


Dave continued to watch James, eyes glued to the other's face, watching him fidget in his seat and look more 
nervous and uneasy than the redhead had ever seen him before. Not that it was unexpected, given what had 

transpired between them. The guitarist cleared his throat, pressing on persistently, a small warmth settling at 
the pit of his belly as the blonde sighed and ran a hand through his wild hair, appearing to give in 


Fine, l. | just dunno what to say, so you're gonna have to take it for what it is, |.! he trailed of almost 
immediately, causing the older boy to roll his eyes impatiently. 


He really didn't need more stuttering and stammering excuses, he wanted an answer, goddamnit. If he had to 


force the truth out of his band mate, so be it, he simply couldn't let it pass, his skin crawling with the urge 


to know. 


‘Well, we can start with stating facts. You kissed me last night, there you got it, now where do we go from 
there? Dave blunty pointed out, ever the tactless, and watching as James sunk down to bury his face in his 
arms that were now rested on the table, only the big blue eyes still visible beneath scruffy blonde bangs. 


‘|. you're not pissed.” whispered the blonde, and Dave had to focus hard anf listen to hear what he said at all 


He took a moment to ponder that question, scowling and his upper lip curling as he thought it through, before 
finally shaking his head, dropping his arms to stick his hands down his pockets as he flipped his red locks 
backwards. He didn't see how him getting upset would get them anywhere, despite normally being overly touchy 
and emotional. There was just something about this whole incident that deserved gentle treatment, so he was 


going to handle it with caution. He shook his head. 


‘Nah, got nothing to be pissy ‘bout, man. Look, | don't know what your deal is or if you even got one, but.. you 
just don't kiss your male best buddy without a reason, right? l'm shit out of luck tryin’ to guess and it ain't no 
fuckin’ game, so just spill, he finally said, despite his forwardness hoping to give the other boy enough courage 
to talk freely. 


Blue eyes dropped down towards the surface of the wooden table area, long legs stretching out beneath the 
table itself and there was another small sigh. 


‘|. | guess | just wanted to try, I've.. been having this urge to, like, | don't know why, but | wanted to kiss you... | 


just wanted to know what it was like, man, | didn't mean to stir up shit, I'm just.. it scares me.. 


The voice was weak and slightly shaky, and it made Dave's heart swell to hear those words despite a voice at 
the back of his head begging him to throw a fit and run far away, forget what he'd heard and pretend 
everything was just as it had been. But he couldn't go back now, not when the blonde boy across from him 
looked so miserable and terrified. Instead, ignoring the way his heart was pounding hard against his ribcage, he 
padded over to where the singer was located, settling right next to him on the small couch. He watched the 
blonde flinch, his mane cascading around his shoulders and his sapphire orbs wide as saucers. He looked like he 


couldn't breathe. 


‘Why does it scare you? the redhead tried to ask as tenderly as he possibly could, despite not being much of 


a tender person regarding treatment of others vulnerability. 


Dave had never in his life wanted to trust another person completely again, for fear of being betrayed and left 


for dead when he wasn't good enough anymore. His senses were screaming at him to stop now, leave before it 


was too late to take things back. But his heart demanded he'd stay to finish what had been started. 


Reaching out to try to comfort the younger man, he ran a slightly hesitant hand down James’ back, resting it 
against the middle, feeling the heat of the younger boy's skin seep through and warm his palm. It made him 


feel tingly all over again, heart skipping a beat when James’ eyes never left his. 
‘|.. ‘cause l'm not supposed to have those thoughts.. l'm.. l'm a guy and - and you're a guy, too, and |. 


James was silenced by a hard swallow, obviously fighting against his own tears. Last night was the first time 
Dave had ever seen his friend in tears, and today looked like it would happen again unless he prevented it 
somehow. He felt guilty, watching wetness slowly beginning to brim in the other's eyes, making them appear 
glossy, looking fragile as if they were made of glass. The redhead ran his hand up and down the blonde's back, 


fingers tickling just a bit and he felt relieved when muscles relieved their tension beneath his touch. 


‘ls that what you say or what others say? asked the guitarist, scooting a little closer as he let his arm slip 
around the other's slim waist, his chest pressing lightly into James’ shoulder. 


The warmth and physical touch made him shiver a bit, wondering if maybe there was something mutual 
between them, some sort of bond. And unlike James, he didn't care enough about other people's opinions to be 
scared. No one else had to know anyway. Leaning his face closer to the blonde’s, he left his lips hanging mere 
inches away. He could feel the electricity surging between them, charing the air with a heavy, undefineable 


aura. It was reminiscent of the feeling you get right before a thunderstorm breaks out. 
‘No, not really, it's just." James tried to argue, but was shut off by a slender finger held against his mouth. 


‘No nothin, right? You started it, | don't mind. We ain't gotta tell another livin’ soul, man; soothed the older 
man, before letting his hand slip up to cup the other boy's cheek. 


It felt silky smooth against his rough palm, the tender tan skin incredibly soft to the touch. James’ scent was 
filling his nose and lungs, today partly concealed by an extra heavy amount of cologne. It drove Dave crazy, 
went to his head like an alcoholic buzz. He wanted the intoxication. Hearing James' breath hitch, he closed the 


distance between them and pressed his needy lips to the younger boy's slighty parted ones. 


The kiss came off just as exciting and thrilling as it had last night, although this time Dave was the one 
controlling it, he was the one mapping out the chart. Letting his hand slide into a mass of curls and tangle 
them between his long fingers, he slipped his tongue into James's mouth. The response came right away as 
they fought for dominance, teeth occasionally clashing and lips bruising. Dave picked up on a tiny whimper 
coming from his friend when he moved to nibble his bottom lip, repeationg the action to gain a similar 
response. There was a familiar sneer on the redhead's face once he finally pulled back, his own as flustered as 
James' from the kiss, those lips so inviting Dave couldn't help but secretly imagine them wrapped around his 


dick. That thought on it's own sent a bolt of white hot pleasure straight to his groin, causing his cock to throb. 
*You want more? the guitarist breathed, licking his sore lips, eyes burning fiercely. 
The singer's gaze wavered momentarily as he opened his mouth to speak, but shut it again. It was frustrating 


to Dave, who wasn't used to manners or to waiting for something he wanted. Grabbing the back of the 


younger boy's neck, he pulled him in close, watching wide eyes go so dark that the irises were barely visible 


anymore. Oh yeah, James definitely wanted more. 


‘You want more?” Dave asked again, unrelenting, and this time he earned a nod and a breathless puff that he 


assumed was supposed to have been an affirmative reply. 


That did it. Taking advantage of their position, Dave pushed James down so the blonde was laid on his back, one 
leq hanging half off the couch and the other stretched out towards the floor. His hair was spread like a blonde 
halo around his head, making him look angelic and etheral and it made Dave's cock twitch again. Fuck, he wanted 
him. He didn't understand how he could have missed what was suddenly so plain to see. Blue eyes gazed up at 

him from beneath heavy, hooded lids, mouth hanging slightly open as his breath came in short pants- It made 


the experience even more exhilerating, to know that James wanted it just as bad as he did. 


Wasting to time, the redhead straddled his friend's thigh, making sure on of his own thighs fit in between 
James' as he sat on his knees, ass firmly planted against soft, taut muscles. Bending over, he rested his 
underarms on either side of the other's head, making sure he didn't accidentally pull on any of the curls 
trapped beneath them. His own mass of strawberry blonde locks came down like a curtain to conceal their 
faces. He knew he was already hard, the persistent throb of his groin area assuring him of it, and as he 
shifted to lye down flush against the taller boy, he felt what he knew was an equally proud erection digging 
into his hip. He liked where this was going, always having been one to enjoy a good sexual experience if he could 


get one. This looked like it would turn into one, as promising as it was. 


Another of his trademark sneers adorned the older man's full, plump lips as he decided he'd had enough of 
waiting, enough of teasing both of them. Feeling like he might sweat, from the heat inside combined with the 
heat seeping through James's slender body into his own, he ground his hips forward, grunting as the head if 
his cock rubbed harshly against the jut of the younger man's hip beneath him. It felt so good, but even better 
was the low moan pulled from the singer's lips. Dave felt it rumbling through his chest, and surges of need 
went down his spine. For a moment, he was afraid that the younger would ask him to stop, especially when 
hands came up, but instead of pushing away they grabbed the fabric of the worn button down, fisting it 
tightly. That's when Dave realized that James was asking for it, and boy was he going to be a good boy and 


deliver. 


"You like that, huh..?" chuckled the redhead with a naughty gleam to his hazel eyes, feeling as if he was seeing 
through some thin layer of film, James’ features a bit blurred by the haze of lust. 


Giving no warning, he began to move, thrusting up against his friend's demin clad hip, needing the friction and it 
felt incredible. Beneath him, the blonde thrashed and bucked, hips returning similar moment, rolling against his 
own as the other boy's straining cock pushed against him. Dave curled his lips, drew it up involuntarily to grit 
his teeth, eyes squeezed halfway shut but refusing to close them as he took in the image of the singer 
beneath him. 


Those blues eyes were screwed tightly shut, mouth stretching into a wide o and revealing both pale white 
teeth and a warm wet tongue, hot breath whipping across one of the guitarists milky white, freckled cheeks. 
There was a sheen of sweat glimming along James’ forehead, the honeyblonde bangs dampened and momentarily 


coloured a deep gold. Dave wanted to eat the younger boy alive, crawl inside of him and become one with him, 
his hips pumping furiously as that delicious orgasm he knew would be hitting hard kept on building within, the 
warmth between his legs pooling down into his thighs and bubbling up into his stomach. He was going to come 


so hard, he could feel it, he could practically taste it. 


It was as if he was chasing shadows in the dark, the promise of a mindshattering release dangling just out of 
his grasp, making his muscles strain, and he could tell that the other boy was struggling with the same issue. 
The whines beneath him sounded like begging, prayers for some unseen being of lust to answer that could 
bring them satisfaction Reaching down, Dave leaned onto one arm, a trembling hand with clumsy fingers 
fumbling his zipper open. A loud whimper of loss came from beneath and Dave took a small peek at that 
angelic face. There were tears brimming along the corners of those blue orbs, no doubt out of frustration 


over being so close and yet so far. 


Knowing the feel, Dave tried to make as quick work as possible out of freeing his cock from it's confines, 
parting the fly sloppily and pushing his briefs down, grunting when his cock bounced out, the cooler air 
engulfing it. Seconds later, he has repeated the same motion with the other's cock, surprised not to be met by 
any protests or questions. In another situation, he might have taken a pause to see if the blonde was really 


with him oon this one, but his lust fogged mind didn't care. All he wanted was to get off. Now. Now. Now! 


Roughly, the older man grabbed both their cocks in one hand as best as he could, breath hitching at the 
sensation of satiny skin against satiny skin, the sensitive undersides of their cocks perfectly lined up although 
Dave appeared to be slightly more well equipped. Not that it mattered, 


However, the guitarist raised an ehyebrow as he caught his friend staring down at the action going on beneath 
their waistlines, smirking when the other no doubt felt his eyes on him, cheeks burning, lashes partly 


concealing blue. 


‘Y-you got ginger pubes. mumbled James as an explanation, and Dave could only roll his eyes in amusement at 


the fasciantion with that of all things. 


‘Well, duh, no biggie, he simply shrugged, before tightening his grip on their pulsing cocks, feeling them throb 
within his hand as he moved it quickly up and down, setting a rough and fast pace that would bring them to 
the pinnacle. Pre-cum made the movements slick, the musky scent stinging Dave's nose but it eqged him on, 
aroused him more, made his balls tighten in a telltale manner he knew all too well, made him see stars sparkle 


behind his eyes. Just a little more. 


Giving a few more hard, timely strokes, he felt nails dig through the fabric of his shirt and into his shoulder 
blades, and as he twisted his hand when he reached the heads, hips stuttered beneath him. Thighs quaked, and 
the redhead mananged to look up just in time to catch those big blue orbs rolling back into James’ head, a 
deep, throaty moan spilling from his lips as his back arched and the unmistakeable wet warmth of fresh, sticky 


cum coated Dave's fingers. 


That did it for Dave, just two more twists and pulls to the overly sensitive, puffy tip of his cock and he fell 


over the edge, vision blurring as he hid his face against the side of the younger boy's neck, getting a mouth 
full of blonde hair as he growled out his pleasure, a full body shudder passing through him before his own 
seed mingled with James’, staining the younger's tank top in strings and ropes of white. Chest heaving the 
guitarist sank down on top of his - what was he now? Band mate? Friend? Lover? - while sucking all the air he 
could gather into his spent lungs, body trembling from the aftershocks. He couldn't remember last time he'd 
come that hard, and ti was dizzying, the sound of his own pulse ringing in his ears along with their ragged, 


shaky breathing. 


